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ing to a revolution worse than that which we
traversed together so gayly twenty years
ago. I hope the performance will be post-
poned so that I shall not have to attend it,

CCCXXIV.

CANNES, February 10, 1870.
DEAR friend, I had only sad things to
tell, and that is why I have not written
to you sooner. My life is truly miserable.
The winter has been frightful. All the
beautiful flowers which made the glory of
the country have been destroyed, many
orange trees have been frozen, and there
shall not be enough flowers to make pomade
for you. I am writing for myself, and per-
haps for you, a little story which is full of
love. Good-by; I wish you health and pros-
perity.

CCCXXV.

CANNES, April 7, 1870.

LAST Monday, wishing to learn if I could
bear the voyage to Paris, I went to Nice,
where I made a few calls. I thought for ano me. I must make the most of it.
